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	1. Chapter 1

**In a depressing mood so why not write something equally depressing and ignore revising for something with an actual purpose for/in my life? *Sigh***

**If I've gotten anything wrong, missed out important parts, let me know and I'll edit them in.**

**Three chapters and the rest will probably be uploaded Sunday/Monday/Tuesday**

* * *

><p><em>Newton Isaacs<em>

_A friend, a lover and a good man_

_His memory will live on_

_Always_

For Newt life had never seem to go his way. First he'd had his memories taken from him and then he was dumped in a cage fearing for his life with only his name to grasp onto. The first few days at (what everyone else referred to it as) the glade were the worst, but from there he could only move forward so he quickly found his feelings of fear turning into feelings of belonging. He made connections with people, like Alby, and feeling proud of what he and the other gladers had accomplished in a world where they, literally, had nothing. What they had was...nice. People worked hard, people laughed, people were happy. Newt felt like smiling there, he felt like he'd be fine if people weren't going to save him, like he could live in the glade for the rest of his life. However, all that changed when he became and Alby established a group and called themselves runners. He and Alby had entered the maze with a few of the others, but few came back alive. The walls shut and he watched some of his friends, no, members of his family, get trapped. He could hear their screams and please for help all through the night and when the screaming stopped, when the walls opened up, all that the gladers were left with was blood and body parts from their fallen comrades. Bile rose up his throat every time he thought about it. Monsters had done it. Grievers. That's what they decided to call them. It was ironic. They killed and left the rest of the people of the glade to grieve. When the first few people were killed they left it a couple of weeks to go again This time it was just him and Alby, because everyone was too afraid - even he was afraid, so when he and Alby split up he found a ledge and flung himself off it. He couldn't even succeed in a suicide. He woke up in a cold sweat to the concerned face of Alby and a stranger.

Minho, his name was Minho. It was funny. What turned out to be a stranger suddenly turned into someone Newt held so dear to his heart. Recovering with a broken leg, with no actual Doctor, was a long process but every night, or day (Newt can't really remember which), Minho was there talking about nothing, complaining about things, but he never talked about Newt's leg – like he didn't care about what happened, no, like he didn't care about what Newt had done to himself. When he finally could walk, with a noticeable limp that (thankfully) no one mentioned, Alby told him that if he even thought about going back into the maze he'd tie him to a tree. Naked... Newt had laughed at that and he'd felt like everything was going back to normal, well, as normal as normal could be trapped in the maze. Minho had turned into the captain of the runners and had shown Newt what they'd started mapping out whilst he was unconscious. It was hope and it made Newt happy that he didn't die, it made him happy because it meant that if there was a way out they'd find it. That's also where they shared their first kiss. It was unexpected, because one minute they were talking about plans to escape and the next Newt's back was against the hut walls and Minho's lips were on his. He didn't know whether he liked it or not, whether he was gay or straight, he just didn't know, but when Minho pulled away and smiled all he knew was that he didn't want it to stop. They didn't have any labels, because they didn't know, they only knew their names for god's sake so of course they didn't know what was happening to them – to their bodies. Everyone knew about the two of them. How could they not? They held hands, kissed each other, hugged, held each other close at night around the fire, brushed fingers at meetings and that was enough for them. That was all Newt needed, because it gave him a purpose to exist.

It changed when Thomas came and thinking back to Newt kind of wished that Thomas hadn't have appeared, because at least then he and Minho would still be happy, carefree and full of hope. Full of life. It took only a few days until things started happening - bad things. Thomas was too curious for his own good, so when the walls started closing in on Minho and an unconscious Alby, one day, Thomas was stupid enough to go in after him. They were both trapped there for the night. For that entire night Newt felt throwing himself off a wall. Again. The most important person in his life wasn't there so all he do was feel sorry for himself whilst listening to Gally rant on and on about how Thomas did it – about how he'd brought hell into the glade and for a minute Newt believed him. All he could do was despise Thomas, but once the walls opened up and revealed them both still alive dragging a barely alive Alby into the glade all Newt could think of was how Thomas saved him, because if Thomas wasn't there then Newt was positive Minho would have died. He would have done something stupid, because Minho always acted before thinking about the consequences. That night Minho held him, whispering sweet nothings into his ear and telling him that he wouldn't do anything so stupid like that again, whispering about how Alby was going to be okay and how Thomas had saved them both. Newt knew he was lying about Alby, because if he was telling the truth Minho wouldn't have spent a night in the glade, because Alby would have run out.

The next few days were a blur: Thomas had been promoted to a runner , a girl (Teresa) had come up to the glade with a note that got everyone worrying and Thomas and Minho had brought something back form the maze.

Hope in the form of a tracker.

However, not everyone saw it that way when the grievers came. People died, people screamed, people ran and if it wasn't for Minho he would have been in the first category. He was so scared – scared to face death and scared of the maze changing. Again. Alby was dead. His best friend was dead and Newt blamed Thomas -up until the moment he risked it all and stabbed himself with a needle from one of the grievers. When the attacks had finally come to an end he felt too powerless to stop Gally from taking charge, but Thomas had, surprisingly, been the one to snap him out of it and Newt knew that if Thomas was willing to risk it all then he could too. That's when they became close, when Newt started to trust him. He, Minho, Teresa and Thomas came up with a plan to escape the maze with the tracker, because even if the chance of escape was slim it was better than spending another night dreaming of their escape.

And they did escape the maze. They escaped it with their lives.

They found refuge in a helicopter. Newt. He was happy to be living, he was happy Alby had found him in the maze and, most of all, he was happy he had found Minho.


	2. Chapter 2

**I wrote the entire thing out and my computer broke.**

…

**Thanks life.**

**Added in the rest of Scorch Trials (movie perspective not the book because how can I re read the book in like a day? I have exams and crap).**

* * *

><p>It was warm. That was the first thing that crossed Newt's mind when the helicopter had landed and they'd been ushered into the facility. In all honesty he'd barely listened to a word Janson had said, because he was solely focused on forcing himself to believe that they'd escaped, no, that they'd stayed alive and this wasn't some parallel universe or dream they were now trapped in. In the glade the only thing you think is that the world's out to get you. When they got taken to their rooms he and Minho waited until everyone was asleep before Newt moved into Minho's bed and they just held each other so tightly that Newt thought they should have broken some of the others bones. He had smiled when Minho promised him that everything would be okay, that everything would turn back to normal, and Newt had to bite his tongue from asking what normal was, because after spending a lifetime in the glade (how could it not be when they woke up with only knowledge of their names) he had no idea what the definition of normal was. It was funny, because it was as if Minho had sensed it, because the next minute Minho was telling him about how he'd show Newt what normal was. Newt had laughed and closed his eyes, trying to keep the tears from spilling, because what consisted of normal in his world was watching your friends die.<p>

Thomas couldn't handle it. At first Newt thought he was mad, that Thomas didn't want to accept that they were safe, but when this boy, Aris, had started backing up Thomas and the fact that Teresa was nowhere to be seen, well, Newt couldn't ignore it. He should have lsitened to his instincts, becasue the universe was never kind.

They had to escape.

Again.

They found Teresa, stole a gun, smashed a few windows, threatened Janson and then they were out in the Scorch as people called it; him, Winston, Siggy (Frypan), Teresa, Minho, Aris and Thomas and Newt would rather die than see another one of his friends fall victim to the world. It was hard, but once they were out they just had to keep running until they found shelter. That's where it all went down, but it's not surprising. Newt knew nothing could ever go their way even if they wanted it to.

They didn't sleep that night. Minho and Thomas went searching and the rest were left behind, looking through old belongings from people they presumed to be dead. It was when the lights came on that the screaming started. Newt's mind flashed back to the time his friends were crushed within the wall or killed by the grievers when they entered the maze for the first time, but shouting had brought him out of his mind. Newt had turned his head back so fast he thought he'd given himself whiplash and then Minho was shouting his name and telling him to run and that's what he did. He ran for his life. They ran upstairs, ran down corridors and Newt only regretted one thing; looking back. He looked back once and a crank had him on the ground within seconds. Newt fought it off with all of his energy, if Minho asked, but inside Newt knew that if he died there he wouldn't have minded. They couldn't survive cranks. They just couldn't. But Aris had other ideas. The boy'd pushed the crank off him and helped Newt up and it was all a blur up until the moment Winston was on the floor, clutchinghis knee in pain.

He'd been infected.

As much as Newt wanted to deny it one of his friends was turning into a crank. He hated seeing Winston go through so much pain, so when he finally asked for the gun, to kill himself, Newt hesitated only moments before he obliged. He didn't spare a glance at the others, because they didn't know -they didn't understand the pain of wanting, no, scratch that, _needing_ to kill yourself. If he could do at least one thing to help his tortured friend then he would -even if it meant letting him shoot himself. They left him there to die alone and Newt's mind had wandered back to the maze for just a second. He knew exactly what Winston was feeling. He tried to ignore it when he heard the gun shot go off, but inside he was screaming that another one of his friends had died -he'd let him die. They could have gotten help, or at least tried to, but no, Newt just had to act on instincts. Minho grabbed his hand and tried to distract him, but it didn't work. Inside Newt had given up.

He woke up to lightning and in what felt like seconds they'd found life, gotten interrogated and were now hanging upside down over a pit. He couldn't even reach Minho. Whilst he was hanging there his memories went back to the glade and how he'd tried to kill himself and for one second he wished it had worked, because at least then he wouldn't have had to see all of his friends die. However, Thomas wasn't going to let them give up and, if the look on Minho's face said anything, neither was he. Newt was partially happy that Thomas had forced them to move and in a few moments Teresa was standing and helping the others down. Newt tried to ignore his friends' cheers, for now, because he could hear faint sounds of yelling a… a helicopter?! His yes shot to Minho when he was on the ground and Minho just nodded as Teresa helped him to the platform. He heard it too. Once they were all safe Thomas took the lead, freezing as soon as a man blocked their path, but just as thoughts of failure ran through Newt's mind a gun went off. Minho's hand was around his in an instant as if he knew what it would do to him – all of his friends seemed to be dying from guns after all. The girl, Brenda led the way with Thomas following closely behind and Minho dragging Newt by his hand, because inside Newt was slowing dying – not that he'd say it out loud, no, he had to stay strong.

They got to a zip wire and that's where Newt saw hope for what felt like the millionth time in his life, so he was just waiting for it to get shot don. Everyone went down the zip wire with incredible speed, Minho faster than everyone else because he forced the Asian to go before him with little argument because it would waste time. When it was Newt's turn he made eye contact with Thomas, a frown on his face as he saw Thomas tense up. Oh. He shook his head and looked forward, jumping and flying down the zip wire as he muttered, "stupid Thomas." Minho forced him into an embrace as soon as he got to the other side (not that he was complaining) before the others shouted for them to get a move on and with one last hopeful glance Newt sighed and then followed.

Thomas wasn't coming.

More walking. Newt felt like he had blisters covering his feet from all the walking he'd done since the glade. He couldn't complain though – not when they might get to safety. Ha. What a joke. Newt didn't even know what safety was, what it meant, because the safety he'd experienced consisted of being trapped in a maze with grievers that killed his family. That was safety for Newt. The others seemed to worried about Thomas and deep down Newt was, they were best friends after all, but he knew that Thomas was stubborn, so worrying over who went first and how it was their fault was pointless, because Thomas would have found some way of doing what he wanted – he always did. It was only a day, but the more it dragged on the more Newt felt guilty. If anything happened to Thomas he'd be the one responsible, because he _knew_ what he was planning.

Thomas was fine. None of his friends had died. Again.

Marcus wasn't much help, but what would you expect from a druggy? He just laughed, pleaded and then laughed some more. Psychotic; that's what came to Newt's mind.

They were shot at again, Newt wanting to shout and scream, because in this life time he had heard too many gunshots for it to be considered 'normal', from some people Aris knew, and they were whisked away to some camp site, somewhere Newt actually felt his first feeling of safety wash over him. They split up for a while, Minho taking Newt aside and up a small rocky mountain for some privacy. They kissed, hugged and just whispered sweet things to each other. _Nothing bad will happen again. I'll protect you. I love you Newt._ He didn't have to reply with words, because when he was about to Minho just put a finger to his lips and whispered with a smile, "I know."

It was late when they attacked - when more gun shots broke the calm atmosphere. Late and surprising. Ha. It really was a surprise attack. Newt stayed close to Minho, doing what he commanded without question because otherwise he would have froze up and been killed. They didn't stand a chance. In a matter of seconds everyone was captured and Newt had to resist the urge to start crying. Teresa had betrayed them. She had killed them all. They were going to die. They were all going to-

Thomas... he had a bomb. Newt looked at Minho, Frypan and Aris. They all nodded and got up, not even flinching when men aimed their guns at them. They stood behind Thomas, trying not to show their fear. They had all just killed themselves. Wait. Brenda...? Jorge...? Suddenly, guns, bombs and screaming filled the air once more and Newt thought they had a chance to win as he ran back with his friends. He let a smile grace his lips at the chance of hope (at the chance of them surviving), but when he looked back he froze, falling to the ground when he saw the men retreating. With Minho.

Hope... what a cruel joke the world was playing on him.


End file.
